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The Tragedy of Othello 


I cannot weepe.nor anfwerehsue I none. 

But what ffiomdgx by water sprethee tonight 
Lay on my bed av wcdd.ng fh.'etS; remember, 

A id call thy husband hither. 

Em. Here is a change indeed. Exit , 

Def. Tis meet I (hould be vfde fo.very meet. 

How haue I bin behao d, that he m.gbc ftickc 
The fmali’ft opinion on mv kaft mifufe. Enter lag© 
lag. What is your pleafure Madam? WEmillia. 

Ho .v i’ft with you? 

‘Def. I can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babei 3 
Doe it fly it h gewlc meanes,and c afie taskes ; 

He might ha chid me fo,for m good faith, 

I am achilde to chiding. 

lag. Whac is the matter Lady? 

Em, Alas [ago, my Lord hathfobewhor d her. 

Thro wne fuch dcfptte,and heauy termes vpon ber c 
As true hearts can not beare. 

‘D<f Am I that name f go ? 
lag What name faire Lad,? 

Def. Such as (he (a> cs my Lord did fav I was. 

Em. He call’d her whore ; a begger in his drinke, 

Could not haue layed fuch tcarmes vpon hisCallct. 

Jag Why did h fo? ’ „ 

Def. [ do not know,! am fare I am none fuch. 

Jag. Doc not wrc pe,doe not wetpe : alas the day. 

Em. His ihe forfooke To many noble marches, 

Her Father, and hei Countrey , and her Friends, 

To b cold whore? would m not mike one weepe? 

‘Def. It is my wretched foil tune. " - ; , 

jag. Befh ew him for it; how comes th&trieke vpon wear 
J)ef isJay,heauen doth know. < f 

Em. I will-be h ngd.if fomectirnail villaine. 

So ntbufie and iniinaating rogue. 

Some cv&Sl g,c-uf ningfl ue/o get feme office* 

Haue not dcurde this flander.lic be rc;tng’deife. 

Jag Fu there is no fuch man it is i i p >fnbk, 
l qjef If any fas^tbre arc hv4«.n p*£*oa Jum* 
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the zSAToore of Venice. 

Em. A halter pardcn hinfijand hell gnaw his boucs : 

Why (hould he call her whore? who keepesher company- 
What place what time.what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d bv (ome moft villanou* knauef 
Some bate notorious knaue/oroe feuruy fellow ; 

0 hcaoen.that fuch compauionsthoudft vnfbld. 

And put in euery honeft hand a whip, 

To laffithe rafcall, naked through the world, 

Euen from the eatt to’th weft. 

Jag. Speake within dores. 

Sm. O fie vpon him ; fame fuch fquire he was, 

That turnd your wit,thefeamy fide without. 

And made -you to fufpe<ft me with the Moore. 
lag. You are a foole,goe to. 

Def O good l*go. 

What ffiall 1 doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how i loft him. 

Here I ktrcle % 

If ere my will did trefpaffe ’gainft his loue. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought.or a&uall deed. 

Or that mine eyes, mine eares,or any fence. 

Delighted them, in any other forme ; 

Or that I dodhbt y et,and euer did, 

At.d euer will (though he doe (hake me off 
To beggerly ciuorcement,) loue him detrely s 
Coil fort forfwt are me; vnkindnefte may doe much. 

And his vnkindnefle may defeat my life, 

But neuer taint my loue,! can not fay whore. 

It dothabhorreme^ow I fpeake the word, 

To doe the aft,that might th’addition earne. 

Nut rhe world ; maffc of vanity could make me. 

lag I pray you be content, tis but his humour, 

1 he bufinefie of the State does him offence 
And he dots chide with you, 
if t'were no other. 

/ *£• Tis but fo,I warrant you ; 
riarke how thefe laftrumenrsfammon you to&ppctO 
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